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one of those clean little aiiberqes which are
scarcel}7 ever lacking in the smallest French
village. As we supped on the excellent meal of
bouillon and cutlets Improvised by the ready
hostess, she stood and talked to us. She spoke
to us of the memories of 1870-71, when the tide
of war had so swiftly passed by that little village,
She was a school child at that time, and she had
missed two years of her schooling. For the
Germans had remained In occupation of that
part of the country on the Yosges frontier for
fully a year after the end of the war. The with-
drawal of the army took place, Lepaitment by
iJepartment, as the indemnity was paid; and
this Department was the last to be evacuated.
Before the war she was living well within France;
at the end she found herself on the edge of the
new frontier.
We asked her how she managed to make an
Inn pay at such a spot. " Oh, quite easily/' she
said. " Vfe are kept going by the people of
French birth who come up on Sundays from
Alsace!" "Why?" "Oh, just to feel the
joy of living for a day on French soil! "
Next day we motored down to Strassburg,
climbed the towers^ and saw the marks of the
German shells fired nearly forty years before,
and spent a pleasant afternoon In the picturesque
streets of that ancient town. As far as man
could do It Alsace had been painted black,
white and red with Teuton colours. Nowhere
In the streets of Strassburg did we observe any
sign or notice in any language but German.
Everywhere were German soldiers3 and in the